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UponthemuchlamentedDeath of thatNoble,andValiant 
Commander; the Right honourable the Earl of 


Ts 3 Y 


GO FF. 


Governour of Tangiers: Slain by the Moors: 


A—qAnT 1yEorT, Brits glorious viftime, dye, 
8 WS And no Yein bleed with a kind ſympathie ? 
>< Shall one preſumptuous* Ballad: ſcratching Pen 
Fame the worlt Bard, toſheme the beſt ofmen ? 
Let indignation oneca Muſe create; » An Elegie 
A rage, may mourn, if not revenge his fate: —mithPidiures, 
Whoſe a&ive ſoul has not deſery'd to have 
A double fence of his Name , and Grave. 
Did the ſtupendious news, like lightning, blaſt 
Our Wits, from Traxces to break forth at laſt? 
Never did Echo ſtrike ſo many dumb 
Since that, firſt ow/'d out the Kings Martyrdome ! 
Thou 4fric«& Monſter, whoſe unbridled ſhame 
In ſcorn has borrowed our grand*Rebell's Name; * Gay- 
Juſt heaven thy ſanguine humour ſatiate ; _ calls 
O mayft thou with his Name adopt his Fate : —__ 
How canſt chou offer, ( knowing where he lies ) 


To his Triangular ſhrine a ſacrifice? 
The bloud, tiem, bones, 10w'd 1n that diſmal place 


| = In time, ſhall bring forth a Cedmear race 
*J Of Engliſh Gyants, whoſe high gallantrie 


Geyland ſhall combat, not the gods, but thee. 


J'Tisnot thy Spirit, but thy Spire, w' abhorre: 


Villain, thou doſt not fight, but maſſacre. 

Ye crucl Serpents, whoſe low cowardiſe 
Lurks inthe woods and graſs, but dares not hiſs 
'Gainſta juſt foez ſave when your Treachery can 
Oppoſe a thouſand to each ſingleman ! 

So Butchers conquer feeble lambs , and thus 
Our Cromwelplay'd the Cannibal with us. 

No Dedoneaen grove? no Vocal tree 

T' Alarme this miſcreant, lawleſs enemie ? 
Hence-forth may every Tree, on hills or plains, 
Make gallowſes for Rebel-{fricans : 

May Lyons, Panthers, and all natures Eyils 


C Joyn in Battalio todeftry theſe Devils. 


The Combat would appear more equal, when 
Beaſts fight with beaſts, not beafts with civil men, 


J No blade of graſs grow near that fatal Wood, 


'Till it bedung'd with Hanriieanien blood, 


T Butletthat ſap, fell from the Briziſh oaks 
A AM next fight with ſympathetick ſtroaks; 


Or riſe in fiery Meteors, to annoy 

Theſe Lyons whelps, both beaſt and den deſtroy. 
Vain Execrations, now brave Tiveor's loſt! 

Not to be ranſom'd by all Nature's coſt : 

But Tivot ſhall a&t (till, his injur'd Ghoſt 


= Shall Van and rear, and flank proud Gaylard's Hoſt : 


His ſpirits, ( though their ſoul be ladg'd in bliſs) 

Shall, by a happy <Merempſychoſes, 

Transfaſe themſelves into each Souldicr's breaſt, 

And 'gainſt the cAfoors in every heart conteſt. 

Targiers her Confines ſhall extend, as far 

As Gajland dares appear, in peace, or war. 

if any Region ly without the world, 

(As ſome diſpute) he ſhall be thither hurld. 
The Royal Mold, yet wnder-deck, ſhall riſe 

Now Tiveor's Monument, once his Enterprize, 

Loud Cannen from the Forts ſhall iſſue ſhot 

2oubly inſpir'd with flames, and 7:veor. 

Dunkirk his nearer glory ſhall advance, 

Whoſe ſtrength drew out the very bloud of France. 

[By him confirm'd againft her proudeſt force; 

Was only equalto her conquering purſe. ] 

Let's not the loſs of that , but Tiveor weep; 


Princes know beſt, both what togain, and keep; 
Dunkirk was i fair bride, but apt to jar; 


Better divorce her, then eſpouſe a War-: 

But whether ſhe belong to France, or Spain, 

Or by new Policie return again ; 

Tiugt thy Name ſhall therein garriſon reſt, 

Though not her Governour, yet her glorious gueſt. 
No Satyrs more the Scorr;ſpborders tread, 


Nor make a wanton Helicon of Tweed : 


No Bard, inveigh againſt that Northern clime; 

Unleſs you bring Cleveland's wit, with his rhyme. 

That very guilt the Royal partic (courg'd, 

Was after by the bloud of Royaliſtspurg'd. 

If there remains yet any national ſpot, 

'Tis now wip'd off by Scotland's Tiveer. 

Why ſhould that ſoil, gave usa Race of Kiogs, 

Be ſcorn'd by fools, as barren of good things. 
Evgland, and Scotland, both to Tangiers flic, 

Let not your 7iveot unrevengeddie; 

Love whet your anger , and this whet your ſwords; 

While both are quickned by perſuaſive words: 

Firſt take up T7veo?'s ſpirit, then his bones; 

They'll prove as fruitfull as Dewca{ion's ſtones. 

Now fight, now plant, and conquerours remain, 

"Till 4f7ic« be Chriſtian once again : 

That quadrant-Region never will be good, 

'Till manur'd with this Renegado's bloud. 

No wonder Gajlard-Cromrwel do's ſurvive, 

Fate will not let a Crowwel hang alive. 


By Jo. CRoucx Gent. 
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